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it was the end of the cold weather, and the
rains had not commenced, the stream was
low and easily waded. I did not know how
deep it was, for we had never crossed it
riding, as we generally did Manipuri rivers.
We had often thought of doing so, but the
banks were so steep and slippery that my
husband said it would clo the horses no good
to clamber down them, and then we might
find the river too deep to ford,

So with this delightful uncertainty about
things, I made my first plunge, and stepped
into the water, which was dreadfully cold.
I had got into the middle of the stream, when
I was overtaken by the doctor, who seemed
rather astonished at finding me there alone.
However, I explained to him that I had
been too frightened to remain at the house
when I saw so many people running away,
and had managed fairly well up to that time,
but I did not like the river.

H e was certainly a good Samaritan on this
occasion, for he carried me the rest of the